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accuracy from an Arab guide at a distance from the scene
described.
For half an hour we marched on over the desolate sands,
rather wearily for the wind had gone round again to the south
and it was a sultry afternoon. Look! exclaimed 'Ali sud-
denly, and I had my first glimpse of Wabar—a thin low line
of ruins riding upon a wave of the yellow sands. I halted to
photograph that memorable, uninspiring scene, which
vanished again as we dropped into a shallow depression.
Within five minutes we had dismounted in a similar hollow
on the fringe of the ruin-field which now lay hidden behind a
low rolling ridge of sand. Leaving my companions to pitch
the tents and get our meal ready against sunset, I walked up
to the crest of a low mound of the ridge to survey the general
scene before dark. We had decided to devote four days to
the examinations of the ruins, so I could leave their detailed
inspection to the morrow.
I reached the summit and in that moment fathomed the
legend of Wabar. I looked down not upon the ruins of an
ancient city but into the mouth of a volcano, whose twin
craters, half filled with drifted sand, lay side by side sur-
rounded by slag and lava outpoured from the bowels of the
earth. That at any rate was the impression that flashed
through my mind in that moment. I knew not whether to
laugh or cry, but I was strangely fascinated by a scene that
had shattered the dreams of years. So that was Wabar ! A
volcano in the desert! and on it built the story of a city
destroyed by fire from heaven for the sins of its King, who
had heeded not the warnings of the prophet Hud—generally
identified with the biblical Heber—and had waxed wanton
with his horses and eunuchs and concubines in an earthly
paradise until the wrath came upon him with the west
wind and reduced the scene of his riotous pleasure to ashes
and desolation !
One could scarcely have imagined a more sensational
solution of the riddle of the Great Sands. And it must be
admitted that the two great sand-filled craters, encircled by
lofty walls of slag, did bear an absurd resemblance to the
tumbled remnants of man-made castles. Many of my com-

